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] 
THE TREE 


Once upon a time there was a boy called 
Gopal. His father was a fisherman, and they 
lived in a small village near the sea. Not far 
from the village, on a little hill by the sea, 
there was a fine mango tree. Every afternoon 
Gopal went to visit the tree. He sat under 
the tree in the dark shade and looked at the 
boats on the sea. He and the tree became great 
friends. 

In May and June there were mangoes on 
the tree, and Gopal asked his friend every 
day, 

‘May I have some mangoes, please?’ 

‘Yes, yes!’ replied the tree. ‘Please take 
some; they are yours, they are yours.’ 

Gopal worked hard in the village. He 
ploughed the fields, he looked after the 
bullocks, he caught fish in the sea, and he 
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helped his father and mother. He didn't go MN Pull! an 
to school, because his parents were very poor, 
but every afternoon he went to visit his friend 
the mango tree. 

Gopal slowly grew up and became a man. 
Now he was over twenty years old, and he 
wanted to get married. His parents chose 
a wife for him, and arranged the day of the 
wedding. A day or two before the wedding 
Gopal went to the tree and said, 

‘My dear Tree, please give me some leaves. 
I need them for my wedding.’ 

“Yes, yes!’ said the tree. ‘Please take them, 
they are yours, they are yours.’ 

So Gopal took the mango leaves back to 
his house and he hung them up over all the 
doors and gateways and they looked very 
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fresh and green. Everyone from the nearby ee 
village came to the wedding, and there was \ aan tly ti 
music and laughter and lots of food. \f LAN NI 
A week or two after the wedding Gopal eas HO AN SN x 
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took his young wife to the mango tree. They 
sat at the side of the tree and looked out at 
the boats on the sea. After a few minutes 
Gopal’s wife said, 





“We need a small house.’ 

‘Yes, we do,’ replied Gopal. ‘And for that 
we need mud and straw and wood. Now where 
can we get some wood? I know!’ he turned 
fo the tree. 

‘My dear Tree,’ he said, ‘please give me 
your branches. We are going to make a house 
and we need some wood.’ 

“Yes, yes,’ said the tree as usual, ‘please take 
them my friend, they are yours, they are yours.’ 

So Gopal came the next morning with a 
kniie, and he cut all the branches of the tree 
and took the wood back to his village. For 
some weeks he and his wife worked very hard. 
They cut the wood, they made the walls, they 
mace doors and a small window, they put 
up the roof. In six weeks they had a beautiful 
little house. It had mud walls, and wooden 
doors and windows, and a straw roof. At 
the side they built another small house for the 
bullocks, and at the side of that a small hut 
for the chickens. They were very happy in 
their new home. Gopal’s wife was called 
Leela. Leela worked in the house, cooked 
their food and cleaned the pots and fed the 


I] 


chickens. Gopal worked in the fields and 
caught fish in the sea. Sometimes they went 
to visit the old mango tree, but there were 
no mangoes on it because there were no 
branches. 

Five years passed slowly, but then came 
a year without rain. It was very hot, the sun 
beat down on the dry fields, and no rain come. 
There was not a cloud in the sky. Their 
crops died in the fields and Gopal and Leela 
had nothing to eat. Gopal caught a few fish 
in the sea, but his boat was full of holes and 
he could not go out into the deep water to 
catch the big fish, so they only had small 
ones. 

The next year was also very dry, and again 
there was no rain. No rain in June, no rain 
in July, no rain in August. The sun beat down 
like fire and there were no clouds in the sky. 

‘What are we going to do?’ said Gopal. 
‘We have no food, no money, and the crops 
in our fields are dry. I can’t get any work 
in the village, because the people in the village 
have no money.’ | 

‘Let’s go across the sea to another country, 
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said Leela. “We can find work there and live 
happily.’ 

‘But we need a new boat,’ said Gopal. ‘Our 
old boat is full of holes. We can’t go across 
the sea in that.’ 

“You can make a new one,’ said Leela. 
So Gopal went to his old friend the tree and 
said, 

‘My friend, I am going across the sea to 
a foreign country. I need some wood, because 
Wwe are going to make a new boat. Please 
give me your trunk.’ 

“Yes, yes,’ said the tree, ‘please take it, 
it is yours, it is yours.’ 

So Gopal got his axe, and cut down the 
trunk of the tree, and made a fine boat out 
of it. He and Leela said goodbye to the people 
of the village, and then they sailed away in 
the boat to a foreign country. 

In the new country Gopal found some work 
and for many years they were very happy. 
But Gopal became old, and then he got ill 
and could not work, and they became very 
poor. Then his wife got ill too, and Gopal 
took her to hospital. They gave her medicines 


13 


but they were no use; in a week or two she 
died. Gopal was very sad. He was very poor 
too, and he had nothing to eat. One day he 
said to himself, 

‘This is no use. | have no money, and no 
food, and I can’t work. I shall go home to 
my village. This country is cold and wet 
and I have no friends. There I can live in my 
old house in the village and my friends will 
help me. It is warm and sunny in my country, 
and I shall be happy.’ 

He set out in his boat and sailed away 
across the sea; and at last he got back to his 
village. But his friends were not there, and 
there was no rain and no work. His house 
was there, the wood was still straight and the 
walls were still strong. He sat down in the 
empty house and thought of Leela, and his 
wedding and their happy life. After a time 
he said to himself, 

‘I can zo to sea in my boat and catch some 
fish. 

He took the boat down to the sand, and 
pushed it into the sea. The wood was good, 
and there were no holes in it and he went 
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into the deep water. He caught two or three 
fish and then he came back. He carried the 
fish to his house and then he went to visit 
his old friend the tree. 

“How are you, my old friend,’ he cried. 
“How are you ?’ 

‘I’m well, thank you,’ replied the tree, ‘well 
and happy.’ 

‘I want to cook some fish,’ said Gopal, 
‘and I haven’t any wood for the fire. Please 
give me your roots.’ 

“Yes, yes,’ replied the tree. ‘Please take 
them, they are yours, they are yours.’ 

So Gopal dug up the roots and took them 
home and made a fire and cooked the fish 
and went to sleep. The next day he want to 
visit the tree again. 

“How are you, my old friend?’ he cried. 

But there was no answer. 


Exercises 


I a. Why did Gopal want mangoes? 
b. Why did Gopal want leaves? 
c. Why did Gopal want branch<s? 
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Wi Match A with B: 
Gopal wanted worked in the house 
Gopal caught the tree trunk. 
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. Why did Gopal want the trunk? 
. Why did Gopal want roots? 


_ What did Gopal’s wife do at home? 
_ What work did Gopal do in his 


village? 


. Why did Gopal and his wife want a 


new boat? 


. Where did Gopal and his wife go? 
é. 


Where did the tree go when Gopal 
took the roots? 


Leela away across the sea. 
Gopal cut down to get married. 
Gopal sailed a few fish in the sea. 


a. Do you think Gopal did anything 


wrong when he asked the tree for 
so many things? 


b, Are some children like Gopal? 


In what way? 
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RANVIR 
AND 
THE TIGER 


Ranvir Singh was twelve years old and he 
went to a school three miles away from his 
village. The village was a small one and he 
lived there with his father and mother. His 
father was a wood-cutter and they were very 
poor. Every day Ranvir went off to school 
and his father went off to the forest to cut 
wood. 

Ranvir was very thin, because there was 
not a lot of food at home, but he was very 
clever. He worked hard at school and his 
teachers were pleased with him, but all the 
boys laughed at him because he was thin 
and not very strong. When he played football 
they laughed at him; when he ran races they 
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laughed at him; when he had a fight they 


laughed at him. He was thin and weak. 
One day in class the teacher was talking 
about tigers. There were a lot of tigers in the 


jungles near the school: sometimes some of 


the boys saw tigers from the road. Khushwant 
Singh’s father was a Forest Officer, and he 
often saw tigers and told Khushwant about 
them. Khushwant always told his friends at 
school, 

‘lm not afraid of tigers. My father is a 
forest officer and he can shoot tigers.’ 
Khushwant was tall and strong and he was 
a good football-player. In the class that day 
the teacher said, 

‘Has anyone here seen a tiger?’ 

‘I have, Sir!’ | 

‘I have, Sir!’ 

“Me, Sir. I have, Sir!’ 

The boys all shouted at once. Then someone 
said, 

‘Khushwant Singh has seen a tiger, Sir, 
and two baby tigers.’ 

‘Have you, Khushwant?’ asked the teacher. 

“Yes, Sir,’ replied Khushwant. ‘One day 
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I went with my father in his jeep. He’s a forest 
Officer, Sir. And we saw a tiger and her cubs. 
They were playing near the river. My father 
can shoot tigers, Sir. He bas three guns.’ 

‘Has anyone here shot a tiger?’ asked the 
teacher. 

No one replied. 

Then Ranvir Singh stood up. 

‘My father is a wood-cutter,’ he said, ‘and 
he can kill tigers without a gun. And I can 
too.’ 

All the boys and the teacher laughed. 

‘Ranvir the Tiger-Killer !’ shouted Khushwant 
from the back of the class. Alli the boys laughed 
again and then the teacher said, 

‘Quiet now, please. Open your books. 
Khushwant, read page 52.’ 

Khushwant started to read and the class 
was quiet. But in the break all the boys came 
round Ranvir and shouted, 

‘Ranvir the Tiger-Killer ! Ranvir the Great !’ 
Ranvir was glad when the bell rang at the end 
of the break. 

A week or two after this there was a football 
match. It was the most important match of 
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the year, against another school from a town 
seven miles away. The town football team 
was always a strong one, but this year Ranvir’s 
school wanted to win. Khushwant Singh was 
the captain of the team, and Ranvir was not 
in it. On the morning of the match seven 
boys were absent, and there were only six 
football players in the class. 

‘Now what shall we do? ’ said Khushwant. 

‘We need one player.’ 

‘Let Ranvir play,’ said one of the boys. 


‘Ranvir can’t play football,” said Khushwant. 


‘He can kill tigers but be can’t play football!’ 
All the boys laughed, but in the end Ranvir 
joined the team. 

It was an exciting match. When there were 


only two minutes left the score was 2-2. 


Suddenly the ball came to Ranvir; he ran 
after the ball, a player from the other side 
knocked into him, but he ran on towards the 
goal. 

‘Shoot! Shoot!’ shouted Khushwant, and 
Ranvir kicked the ball with all his force. It 
went towards the goal, but flew over the top 
of the goal-post; then the whistle blew and the 
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match was over. 

‘I told you all,’ said Khushwant to his friends 
after the match. Ranvir can’t play football, 
he can only kill tigers. What a shot! It went 
right over the goal-post.’ All the boys laughed 
and Ranvir felt quite sad. 

The day after the match was a holiday. 
Ranvir finished his homework in the morning, 
ate his food and played about outside the 
house. It was a hot day, his father was in the 
forest, and there was no-one to play with. 
He walked up the road towards the forest. 

‘I’ll go to the pool,’ he said to himself. The 
pool was about three miles away, in the middle 
of the jungle, but the road was good and 
Ranvir knew the way. He said to his mother, 

‘Mother ! I’m going to the pool. I’m going 
to swim.’ 

‘Don’t be late,’ said his mother. “Come home 
before dark.’ 

‘Yes, I will,’ said Ranvir, and walked off 
along the road to the pool. 

‘Yes, I’ll swim in the pool,’ he said to him- 
self, and the thought of the cool water made 
him quite happy. 
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He got to the pool, threw off his clothes, 
and dived into the water. He swam and swam; 
the water was cool and the sun shone down 
through the trees. At last he got out, put on 
his shirt and shorts and turban, and started 
off along the road to his village. 

Suddenly a crowd of monkeys ran past him. 
They were frightened and they were making 
alot of noise. After a few minutes a spotted 
deer ran past. 

‘There’s a tiger behind me,’ thought Ranvir, 
and he started to walk fast. The sun was going 
down behind the hills, but it was still quite 
light. Ranvir looked behind him and saw a 
movement in the bushes. It was a tiger. 

‘l won’t run, I shall walk slowly,’ thought 
Ranvir, but his heart was beating fast. ‘Tigers 
don’t attack during the daylight. He’ll wait 
until the evening, and I can get home before 
itis dark. It’s only two miles more from here.’ 

He walked on, but suddenly he stepped on 
a huge thorn. He jumped with pain, and then 
sat down on the road and looked at his foot. 
The thorn was an inch long, and when he pulled 
it out the blood ran out on tothe sand. He 
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threw the thorn away and stood up; his foot 
hurt, but he could walk. He started off again 
down the road, but after a quarter of an hour 
his foot was very painful and he walked very 
slowly. He turned his head and again he saw 
a movement in the tall grass behind him. The 
tiger was still there. He looked up at the sun; 
now it was behind the hills, and he could only 
see the red light in the clouds. 

‘It will be dark in five minutes,’ he said to 
himself. ‘Now what shall I do?’ He thought 
for a moment and then he remembered the 
steep rock. Not far from his village there was 
a steep rock, and a small path went towards 
it from the road. The rock was very steep, 
sixty feet high on one side, and all the boys 
in his village were afraid of it. Suddenly he 
saw the path in front of him, and turned down 
it towards the rock. It was nearly dark when 
he got to the rock. He looked round but he 
could not see the tiger. He quickly climbed 
up the path to the rock, and then he took off 
his turban and his shirt. He found two or three 
rocks by the side of the path and put them 
up on the edge of the steep rock. He put his 
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shirt over the rocks and then his turban on 
top. Then he crept into the tall grass at the 
side of the path. 

Then he saw the tiger. It walked along the 
path towards him and stopped about twenty 
yards away from the steep rock. Suddenly 
it roared very loudly, then jumped forward and 
leapt like lightning on to the shirt and turban. 
Then with a loud roar it crashed down sixty 
feet on to the rocks and stones below. 

Ravi stood still and listened. No sound. 
No roaring. The tiger was dead. Then he went 
slowly back down the path and on to the road 
to the village. On the road his foot was hurting 
and he sat down. Suddenly he saw a light and 
heard shouts. He shouted too and the light 
came towards him. Two or three men appeared 
and then he saw his father. Then he fainted. 

The next day at school all the boys from 
his village told the teachers about Ranvir 
and the tiger. 

‘So you did kill a tiger!’ said Khushwant. 
“Well done. Now you are Ranvir the Tiger- 
Killer.’ And after that they became friends. 
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Exercises 


I 


Lil 


a. Was Ranvir good at lessons? 

b. Was Ranvir good at football? 

c. Was Khushwant good at football? 
d. Was Ranvir strong and tall? | 
e. Was Ranvir brave? 


a. What work did Ranvir’s father do? 

b. What work did Khushwant’s father 
do? 

c. Who went swimming in the pool? 

d. Who said, ‘Open your books’? 

e. Who said, ‘We need one player’? 

f. Who said, ‘Has anyone seen a 
tiger 2’ 


Use these words in sentences of your 
own : 

sometimes quickly 

always slowly 

every day next day 

never again 

today in the morning 

tomorrow in the evening 
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IV a. What did Ranvir think when the 
boys called him the Tiger-Killer? 
b. What did Ranvir think when the 
ball went over the goal-post? 
c. What did Ranvir think as he walked 
home with the tiger behind him? 
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THE STORY 
OF 
BUDDHA 


Two thousand five hundred years ago there 
lived one of the greatest men in the world; 
he was called Gautama. He was born a king 
and he died a teacher. 

In the north of India, on the borders of 
Nepal, there was a small kingdom called 
Kapilavastu, and Gautama’s father was an 
important chief in that kingdom. Gautama’s 
father was called Subodhana, and his mother 
was called Maya. When Gautama was born the 
wise men of the country came to Subodhana's 
house and looked at the baby. They all 
said, 

‘This child will rule the world!’ 

Gautama was the son of a chief, and he was 
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also very clever. He grew up in a rich family, 
he had fine clothes and good food, and he 
never went out of the palace. He learnt his 
lessons very quickly and his teachers were 
pleased with him; but he did not. play with 
the other children, and he did not laugh very 
often. Sometimes he went to the garden and 
sat under the trees and thought. 

When he became older he met a girl called 
Yasodhara, and he wanted to marry her; she 
was very beautiful. Gautama went to his father 
and said, 

‘My dear father, I want to marry Yasodhara.’ 

‘No,’ said his father. “You are lazy, you do 
not work, you know nothing about fighting 
or running or shooting. You will be a bad 
soldier and a bad prince. You cannot marry 
Yasodhara; I refuse.’ 

‘I do know all these things, Father,’ said 
Gautama. His father laughed. 

‘We shall see !’ he said. He sent out 
messengers to all parts of his kingdom. He 
called all the young men and princes of the 
‘land to Kapilavastu. 

‘We are going to have a competition,’ he 
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told his ministers. “A competition for Yasodhara. 
The best man will be the winner, and the winner 
will marry Yasodhara.’ 

The day of the competition came and 
hundreds of young men arrived at the palace. 
There was a competition for running and for 
fighting, for swimming and climbing, for 
shooting with bows and arrows. And Gautama 
won every one. There were also competitions 
for reading and writing and general knowledge; 
and Gautama won all these too. At the end 
of the day he went to his father and said, 

‘[ have won, Father. I have won !’ 

His father was amazed. ‘You know nothing 
about running and shooting, he said. “But 
you have won the competitions; you will be 
a great man.’ 

“Yes, father,” said Gautama, ‘but can [| 
marry Yasodhara?’ 

“You can,’ said his father. 

So Gautama married Yasodhara, and there 
was much rejoicing in the land. They lived in the 
palace ard they were very happy. Soon they had 
a son, ard they called him Rahula. Gautama’s 
father gave them everything—houses, enter- 
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tainments and dancing and music, beautiful 
horses and chariots and gardens—but Gautama 
remained thoughtful. He stayed all day in the 
palace or in the gardens and never went out. 
But one day he did go out in his chariot with 
some friends to the gardens at Lumbini. 
Suddenly they saw an old man in front of them 
at the side of the road. 

‘Stop !’ cried Gautama, ‘Stop the chariot !’ 
He got down from the chariot and went up 
to the old man. He was a very old man, his 
face was lined and wrinkled with age, he had 
no teeth and no hair, his legs were thin. He 
carried a big stick because he could not walk 
without it. 

‘Who is this?’ asked Gautama. “What is 
this ?’ 

‘He is a man,’ they laughed. 

‘But Iam aman,’ said Gautama, ‘and I am 
not like this.’ 

‘He is old and you are young.” 

‘And shall we also be like that in old age?’ 
asked Gautama. | 

‘Yes, indeed,’ they said. “We shall. But come 
on, leave this old man and come back to the 
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palace. Old age is far away and we are young. 
Come on, let’s go back ! Tonight there will be 
music and dancing and wine—these are the 
pleasures of the young !’ 

They all went back to the palace, but Gautama 
remained thoughtful. He was thinking about 
the old man and about old age. 

A few days after this he went to the gardens 
again. He saw a figure at the gate and walked 
towards it. A man stood near the gate: he was 
not very old, but he had no clothes, his arms 
and legs were like sticks and his body was 
shaking with fever. 

‘What's the matter?’ asked Gautama. 

The man could not speak: he groaned and 
gasped and at last he fell to the ground at 
Gautama’s feet. 

‘I’m ill,’ whispered the man, ‘very il’. 

‘Why are you thin ?’ asked Gautama. 

‘I have eaten nothing for a week,’ said the 
man. 

‘My wife and child died last week, I have 
no money, and this fever started a few days 
ago, 

Gautama gave the man some food and a piece 
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of cloth, and when he got back to the palace 
he said to himself, 

‘The body grows old, the body becomes thin, 
and sick. We become poor and miserable. 
Is there nothing in this life greater and more 
important than the body ?’ He looked round at 
the beautiful palace, the gardens, the flowers 
and the birds. | 

‘All this will pass away,’ he thought. ‘In a 
few years nothing will remain.’ 

He thought about this for weeks and weeks 
and at last he said to himself, 

‘I shall leave this palace and go out into the 
world. I shall try to find the Truth.’ 

He did not tell anyone about these thoughts, 
but he was often sad when he looked at his 
wife and his son. He loved them dearly and 
now he was going to leave them. 

One evening he went to bed as usual, but in 
the middle of the night he woke up. He looked 
through the window at the moon and then he 
said to himselli, 

‘Now is the time. I shall leave now.’ 

Then he looked at his wife and his son Rahula. 
They were sleeping near the window, and the 
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moonlight shone down on their faces. Yaso- — 
dhara’s arm was round Rahula, and when he saw 
the smile on the little boy’s face Gautama’s heart 
was full. But he turned his face away and walked 
out into the world. 

He wandered everywhere. He talked to the 
priests, he talked to the wise men, he went 
to the temples and he lived with the hermits. 
But he was not satisfied, because he could not 
find the Truth. 

He went to live alone; he wanted to find the 
Truth and so he wanted to give up all the 
pleasures of the world. For six years he lived 
in the forest with a few students, but he did not 
find the Truth. | 

‘We do not find the truth in sadness,’ he 
thought at last, ‘or in riches, or in pleasures, 
or in pain.’ 

Again he decided to go away; he left the 
forest and walked along the dusty road to 
Benares. By the side of the road he found a 
fig tree, and he sat in the shade of the tree and 
thought. He thought about the poor, and the 
sick, and the old; he thought about the rich; 
he thought about the priests and the temples 
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and the prayers. All night he stayed under 
that tree, and in the morning he found the 
Truth at last—to bring happiness to all men on 
earth. That night under the tree changed him— 
he was now the Buddha, the Enlightened one. 
This was the start of the Buddhist religion. 

The Buddha spent his life in going from place 
to place and preaching this religion. He wanted 
to tell all mankind the way to Nirvana. The 
Path to Nirvana was eightfold; by this he meant 
that there were eight rules for all men; they 
were: 

Right beliefs 

Right hopes 

Right and truthful words 

Right deeds 

Right living 

Right efforts 

Right memory 

Right thinking 
The Buddha travelled all over the north of 
India and spoke to all kinds of men. He had 
no clothes except one yellow robe; he cooked 
no food, but people gave him a little food every 
day in his begging bowl. He travelled and taught 
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in this way until he was eighty years old. Then 
one day, by the bank of a river, he ate some 
food and became ill. Before he died he told 
his followers: 

‘When I am not here, Truth shall be your 
teacher.’ 

The religion of the Buddha has spread all over 
the world, and we still remember him as a great 
teacher. 


Exercises 


I a. What was the name of Gautama’s 
Father, mother, 
wife, child? 
b. What happened in the competition? 
c. What did Gautama see in the gardens 
at Lumbini? 
d. Gautama saw a sick man. What did 
he say to himself? 
e. Where did Gautama become the 
Buddha? 
f. What were the rules of the Eight- 
fold Path? 
g. Do you obey those rules? 
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II Put these sentence in the right order: 

Gautama wanted to live with some 
hermits. 

The Buddha died on the bank of a river. 
The Buddha travelled all over India. 
Then Gautama married Yasodhara. 
Gautama saw a sick man. 
Gautama won all the competitions. 
Gautama saw an old man. 
Gautama left his wife and child. 
Gautama became the Enlightened one. 


Iii a. What did Gautama think when he 
saw the old man? 
b. What did Gautama think when he 
saw the beggar? 
c. Would you make any changes in the 
Buddha’s Eight Rules? 


Teacher's Note 


It is suggested that the following passages from Sir 
Edwin Arnold’s Light of Asia (Jaico edition, 1949), 
be read out to students in class : 
1. Book 3, p. 43. ‘An old man—Tomorrow 
or the next day.’ 
2. Book 4, pp.67-8. ‘Then lightly treading— 
until the truth be found.’ 


42 


as 





The young man was exhausted and lay down 
on the ground to rest. The rich man stepped 
forward and said, 

‘Here are your fifty gold pieces. You have 
earned them by your bravery.” 

The young man stood up and said, 

‘I don’t want the money. I have my fields, my 
wife and my children; I have enough to eat and 
a good house over my head. Please give the 
money to the poor man who has lost his nome.’ 


Exercises 


I Putthe following sentencesin correct order: 

The bridge fell down. 

A rich man arrived on a horse. 

The man and his wife and children got 
into the boat. 

The monsoon rains started. 

A young man with his wife and child 
arrived. 

The rich man offered fifty gold coins to 
the young man but he did not accept them. 

The water came under the door. 

The man and his wife lit the lantern. 
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ii Answer these: 


iil 


How long do you think the bridge was? 
What month of the year do you think 
it was? 

What were the people frightened of? 
Which journey was more difficult? 
Why did the young man refuse to 
accept the gold coins? 

What were the people in the house 
frightened of? 

What were the people on the bank 
frightened of? 

Can you swim? 
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5 
BAD NEWS 


Once upon a time there was a king. He lived ina 
palace near the mountains. He was an old man 
and his wife had died many years before. He 
had no children but he was very fond of 
animals. He had a horse called Raghu. He was 
very fond of this horse and looked after it very 
carefully. He had three or four men to look 
after the horse. Every day the horse was cleaned 
and brushed and fed and given water and looked 
after like a prince. Every day the king came and 
talked to the horse and stroked him. Every 
evening the king went out for a ride. The horse 
was a very clever animal. He was also fond of 
the king and greeted him when he came to the 
stables. 

Now one day the horse became very ill and 
the king was very sad. 

‘Alas!’ he cried. I am a great king but I 
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cannot keep a horse alive. This horse has been 
my friend for years. My wife has died, my 
sons have died and now my only friend is going 
to die too,’ and he become very angry with fate. 
He called his courtiers and said, 

‘Anyone who tells me that that horse is dead 
will be immediately hanged.’ Then he shut 
himself up in his palace in a rage. Every day he 
called one of his courtiers and asked him, ‘How 
is the horse today?’ and the courtier gave him a 
report. 

Slowly the horse got more and more illand at 
last one day it died. All the courtiers were very 
frightened. 

‘How are we going to tell the king?’ they 
asked. “Who is going to give him the terrible 
news? Who is going to be hanged?’ 

While they were talking a young man stood 
up and said, 

‘I shall tell the king, don’t be afraid.’ 

“You will be hanged,’ they cried. 

‘Let's see,’ said the young man. 

He went to the king’s room, knocked on the 
door, and when the king came out he said. 

‘I have come to make a report about Raghu, 
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your Highness.’ 

‘How is Raghu?’ asked the king eagerly, 
‘How is the horse?’ 

‘Well, your Majesty,’ said the young man, 
“The horse is in the usual place. He’s lying down. 
He’s not moving at all. He hasn’t any strength. 
He’s not eating anything. He’s not drinking 
anything. He didn’t sleep last night and now he’s 
not breathing?’ 

‘He must be dead,’ said the king. 

“Yes, Your Majesty,’ said the young man. 

‘That is the case, and you yourself have 
announced the fact.’ 
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Questions 


I a. 


b. 


Cc. 
d. 


a TA 8 


How many children did the king have? 
What did the king say when he heard 
that Raghu was ill? 

Was the brave man young or old? 
Who announced that the horse was 
dead? 

Was the king happy with his fate? 
What was the king’s name? 

How many courtiers were frightened? 
How many men were there to look 
after the horse? 


- the correct answer to some of the questions 


above is, ‘I don’t know’.) 


Which country did the king live in? 
Give the reasons for your answer. 
What made the king angry with life? 
What things make you angry? 
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6 
BUTTERFLIES 


What is the difference between a butterfly and 
a moth? 

Most butterflies fly about during the day and 
most moths come out only at night. When 
most moths land on the ground they fold their 
wings on their backs; when a butterfly lands on 
the ground it spreads its wings out. There is one 
difference between all moths and all butterflies. 
Look at the two thin pointers on the head. These 
are called antennae. Butterflies have very thin 
antennae and these antennae end in a little 
blob or club. The antennae of moths are some- 
times feathered or sometimes like combs or 
other shapes, but they never have a little blob 
at the end. 

The name ‘butterfly’ comes from ‘butter- 
coloured fly’. This is a yellow butterfly called a 
Brimstone. It appears after the winter in Europe 
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before all other butterflies. The female butterfly 
lays her eggs on leaves. After some time small 
caterpillars come out of the eggs and feed on the 
leaves. Later the caterpillar becomes a chrysalis. 
It holds on to the leaf by a loop of silk. After a 
few weeks the chrysalis breaks open and the 
butterfly comes out. All butterflies and moths 
go through these four stages—egg, caterpillar, 
chrysalis and adult. The female butterfly flies 
about and finds the right food for her children. 
How do butterflies find the right food? We 
don’t know; nobody knows. But each butterfly 
will find the right leaf, and lay its eggs there. 
Caterpillars do no work; they eat and grow 
and very often they eat useful plants, for example 
cabbages and other vegetables. When the cater- 
pillars become chrysalises they do not move 
about, but their bodies change. The front three 
pairs of the caterpillar’s legs become the six long 
legs of the butterfly; the other legs disappear. 
The jaws disappear too; butterflies and moths do 
not chew any food. They have a tongue and 
with this tongue they suck nectar from 
flowers. There are many kinds of moths and 
butterflies; more than a hundred thousand in 
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the whole world. The biggest moths in the world 
live in India. They are called Atlas Moths and 
they are sometimes twelve inches across the 
wings. A great many moths fly during the 
night. Most of them are dull in colour. Many 
are coloured like tree-trunks and we cannot see 
them during the day. 

Silk moths are very useful to man. When the 
moth is in the chrysalis stage it winds silk 
threads round and round its body; in this way 
it protects itself. Four thousand years ago the 
Chinese discovered these silk-worms. Each 
cocoon may have up to two thousand yards of 
silk thread in it. 





Questions 


I a. What are three differences between a 
moth and a butterfly? 
b. Where do Atlas Moths live? 7 
-c. Howmany kinds of moths and butter- 


flies are there in the world? A. BEAKER OUT 
d. How many kinds of butterflies and OF P APER 


moths have you seen? 
e. Have youever seen a silk-worm? 
f. What do caterpillars feed on? 


Ii Which is the correct order in the following : 

caterpillar chrysalis egg adult Take a square piece 
adult chrysalis egg caterpillar of paper. Fold it in 
chrysalis caterpillar egg adult two, like this. 

egg caterpillar chrysalis adult 

adult egg chrysalis caterpillar 


PS Se 





Ill Can you draw a butterfly? 


So that it looks like 
this. 
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Now fold the top 
down, like this. 


Now unfold it, and 
fold the other side 
down like this. 


Now open it and it 
will look like this. 


Fold the bottom 
corner across, like 
this. 

Do the same to the 
other corner, on the 
other side. 





Fold the top flap 


down and tuck it in 
between the two 
layers of paper. 


Turn the whole thing 
over and do the same 
on the other side. 


Your beaker is now 
ready. 

You can drink water 
out of it, but drink 
quickly. 
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8 
LOUIS BRAILLE 


One day alittle boy called Louis, who was three 
years old, was playing in his father’s workshop. 
His father was a leather-worker, and he lived in 
a small town called Coupuray near Paris, in 
France. Little Louis picked up a sharp tool for 
cutting holes in leather; then he found a small 
piece of leather on the floor of the workshop 
and started to make holes in it. 

‘Look, Father!’ he cried, ‘I’m working! 
I’m cutting holes!’ He laughed with delight, and 
pushed the tool through the leather with all his 
tiny strength. Suddenly his hand slipped, the 
tool shot upwards, and the sharp blade pierced 
his eye. 

This happened a hundred and fifty years ago, 
and the doctors of those days did not have any 
wonderful equipment and medicines. Little 
Louis Braille had to bear the terrible pain of 
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his eye without any help from doctors. It started 
to swell and grew worse and worse; then poor 
Louis rubbed it and rubbed it to stop the pain; 
then the other eye got bad too. Louis could 
hardly see; slowly his sight grew dimmer and 
dimmer, and in a month he was quite blind, and 
could see nothing at all. | 

Although Louis was blind and could see 
nothing, he liked to do things for himself. He 
learned to walk with the help of a stick, and went 
all round the village tapping the stick in front 
of him to find out if there was anything in his 
path. He learned how to walk round the house 
and garden, and he also learned how to help his 
father at his work. When he was seven years old 
he went to the village school. He could not read 
or write, but he was a very clever little boy, and 
he listened carefully to everything the teacher 
said. In this way he came first in his class every 
year. When he was ten years old he won a 
scholarship to the only school for blind children 
in France, which was in Paris. The man who 
started the school had discovered how to teach 
blind children to read. He made books out of 
very heavy and thick paper, and made all the 
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letters raised, so that a boy could put his fingers 
on them and read them. Here young Louis 
learned to read, but there were not many books 
in the school and very soon Louis had read 
them all. 

When Louis reached the age of seventeen he 
discovered a new way of reading. It was the 
invention of an army officer. The officer 
wanted his men to read messages in the dark, and 
he invented a code of dots and dashes. When he 
wrote these on paper with a sharp instrument 
the men could read them with their fingers. 

Louis Braille decided to use the same idea, 
but he changed the system and used only dots. 
These dots were arranged in a special pattern 
of six spaces. 

Louis designed these letters when he was 
teaching at the blind school where he had been 
educated. He punched the dots onto thick 
paper with a pointed instrument called a stylus. 
Blind people could easily read this writing. The 
boys of his school were very happy, because 
there were more books for the blind, and they 
could also read them faster. Next he designed a 
framework of holes, and taught his boys how to 
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write. Once they had learned the Braille alphabet 
they could press the stylus through the holes in 
the framework and write their own notes and 
books; they could even write letters to their 
friends. Soon only the Braille alphabet was 
used in that school, and gradually it spread all 
over the world. 

Louis Braille died in 1852, and did not realize 
that his alphabet would spread so far. Now 
machines can print whole books in Braille, and 
blind people can read quickly and easily. A 
good reader can read almost as fast as an ordi- 
nary person can talk. Louis Braille will always 
be remembered as the man who helped the 
blind to read. 


Ouestions 


I Fill up the blanks in the following: 
a. Louis Braille’s father was a... 
(carpenter, leather-worker, potter) 
b. A hundred years ago doctors did not 
have the ... which they have now. 
(energy, carpentry, equipment) 
c. The teacher in the school...a new 
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method of writing for blind people 
(refused, despised, discovered) 

d. Braille for the blind was a very use- 
ful ... Gnventory, invitation, discuss- 
ion, discovery) 

e. People who read Braille can read ... 
(faster than other people, as fast as 
they can talk, quite slowly, almost as 
fast as other people can talk) 


II Write this sentence in the Braille Alphabet. 
I CAN SEE. 


Ill Do you know the Morse code ? 
Find a book in your school library which 
gives it, | 
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9 
STORY 
WITHOUT AN END 


Once upon a time there lived a king. He 
was very fond of listening to stories. He heard 
hundreds of stories, but he was never satisfied. 
His courtiers tried to please him, but he always 
wanted more and more stories. At last he 
called all the people of his capital city to the 
palace. He said that if anyone could tell him 
a story which would last for ever he would 
make that man his heir. He would give him 
the princess, his daughter, in marriage. But 
if anyone pretended to -have such a story 
and failed, he would have his head chopped 
off as soon as the story ended. 

The beautiful princess and the whole kingdom 
were very rich prizes, and many people came 
before the King and told their stories. Some 
of the stories were very long indeed and went 
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on for days. Some lasted a week, some lasted 
a month, some lasted for six months. Poor 
fellows! They all made their stories last as 
long as possible but at last the stories finished 
and the poor unlucky story-tellers had their 
heads chopped off immediately. 

At last a man came forward from a far- 
distant land. He said that his story would 
last for ever. 

He was warned of the dangers. He was 
told how many others had tried, and had their 
heads chopped off. But he said he was not 
afraid, and at last he was brought to the King's 
palace. He was a very serious and thoughtful 
man. First he told the King that he would 
need regular times for sleeping and eating, and 
regular meals throughout the story. The King 
agreed to this, and at last the man started his 
story in this way: 

‘Once upon a time there was a king who 
-was very wicked. He wanted to become very 
rich and he took all the corn and grain in his 
kingdom. Then he put it all in a store-room as 
big as a mountain, which his servants had 
built. 
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‘But, by accident, the men had left a tiny 
hole in the top of the granary. A great number 
of ants came along one day, and climbed to 
the top of the granary and tried to get the corn. 
But the hole was so small that only one ant 
could get in at a time. So one ant went in and 
carried away a grain of corn; then another 
ant went in and carried away another grain 
of corn; and another ant went in and carried 
away another grain of corn; and then another 
ant went in and carried away another grain 
of corn; and then....’ 

He had gone on in this way from morning 
to night, except when he was eating his meals 
or sleeping, for a whole month. Then the King, 
although he was very patient, began to grow 
tired of ants. He stopped the story-teller and 
said, 

‘Well, it’s a good story, but I have now had 
enough of the ants; what happens next?’ 

“Your Majesty,’ replied the story-teller, “how 
can I tell you. It is impossible to tell you what 
happens next until I have told you what happens 
first.’ 

The King listened with great patience for 
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_another six months, but then he said to the 
story-teller, 

‘My dear friend, I am tired of these ants. 
When do you think the ants will be finished ? 

‘Your Majesty,’ replied the man, “how can 
I tell? At this stage of the story the ants have 
cleared only a very tiny space of the granary, 
perhaps a cubic foot or so. There are so many 
ants waiting to get in and carry the grain 
away. But please be patient; I am sure they 
will carry all the grain away in the end.’ 

The King was quite happy and he listened 
with great patience for another full year: 
but at last he could bear it no longer and he 
cried out in pain, 

‘Oh my dear sir ! Enough ! Enough ! Take my 
kingdom, take my daughter, take anything 
you want, but don’t tell me any more about 
those wretched ants!’ 





In this way the story-teller married the 
princess and became heir to the throne. But 
nobody, it seemed, ever wanted to hear his 
stories again. 


Questions 


I a. Why did the king call all the people 

to his palace? 

b. What did the king agree to give as 
a prize for the story that would last 
for ever? 

c. What happened to the men whose 
stories finished? 

d. How long could the story of the ants 
go on for? 


II Can you think of another story which 
could win the King’s prize? 
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Very many years ago in the south of India 2S : ; 
there lived a small boy called Ravi. He was 
eight years old and he lived with his mother 
and father and two baby sisters in a tiny 
village. In the village there were three houses 
and some sheds; nothing else. Ravis father 
owned a small piece of land and on the land 
he grew maize and sometimes vegetables. 
There was not much rain and there was no 
river near the village and Ravi's father was 
not able to grow any paddy. But he had about 
twenty or thirty goats, and every morning 
Ravi took the goats out on the hillside to graze. 
Ravi and his family were happy, but they 
were very poor and they often did not get 
enough to eat. 
Every morning was the same. Ravi got up 
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at five o’clock, cleaned out the goat-shed and 
drove the goats out to a grassy bank outside 
his house. Then he had a glass of warm milk, 
took his flute off the shelf in the house and 
drove the goats along the stony path to the 
mountain. | 

The mountain was a great friend of Ravi’'s. 
it was about two miles away from the village 
and Ravi and the goats went there every day. 
The way was covered with rocks and boulders 
and the path to the top twisted in and out. 
Ravi sat on a rock and played his flute and 
the goats grazed over the mountain. Ravi 
was a little lonely. There were no other boys 
in the village and his baby sisters were quite 
young. Very often he talked to the mountain 
and the mountain talked back. Ravi and the 
mountain became great friends. Ravi told the 
mountain stories and the mountain chuckled 
and laughed at his jokes. Ravi played the flute 
too, because the mountain was very fond of 
music. Then in the evenings, when the sun 
was going down behind the hills, Ravi said 
soodbye to the mountain and started off again 
down the stony path to the village. 
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The years passed. Ravi grew tall and strong 
and one day when he was eleven years old 
there was a big meeting in the village. People 
from a number of villages came to the meeting 
and at the meeting they decided to build a 
new temple. It was going to be a temple to 
Gangamma and they decided to build it on 
the mountain. 

The next day Ravi went to the mountain 

and told him the news. 

‘You'll become a holy mountain,’ he said, 
‘You'll have a temple. People will come and 
visit you and every year there will be a grand 
festival. Your name will be famous.’ 

The mountain grumbled a little, ‘I don’t think 
I want a temple,’ he said in his deep voice. 
‘I haven't got a name, Ravi.’ 

‘They will give you a name,’ said Ravi. 

“We'll see,’ said the mountain. ‘We'll see. 
Now play me some music on your flute. This 
news has upset me.’ 

For the two or three days after this the moun- 
tain was in a bad temper. Ravi played his flute 
and told him stories and after a week or so the 
mountain became happy again. 
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In the next few months the people of the 
nearby villages were very busy. They cut stones, 
they built a better road to a place half way up 
the mountain and they carried stones up the 
mountain. They dug and they toiled. Masons 
came from a town twenty miles away and all 
day long Ravi and the mountain listened to 
the sound of their hammers. Slowly the temple 
grew until at last it was finished. The villagers 
arranged a grand opening ceremony, but a 
few days before that Ravi’s father called Ravi 
and said, 

‘Ravi, last night we had a meeting and at 
the meeting we decided that from now on the 
mountain will be a holy mountain. You will not 
be able to take your goats up there any more.’ 

Ravi was sad. 

‘Can't I go round the other side?’ he asked, 
‘away from the temple?’ 

‘No,’ said his father. ‘The whole mountain 
is holy and goats won't be able to graze on it. 
You can go to the other side of the village 
and let the goats graze there.’ 

Ravi was very sad indeed. He didn’t know 
what to do. His only friend was the mountain 
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and now he was going to lose that friend. 
The next morning he went up to the mountain 
for the last time. He sat on a rock and played 
his flute: it was a sad little tune and after a 
while the mountain said, “That music is making 
me sad; and you look sad today too. What's 
the matter ?’ Ravi started to cry. ‘Don’t cry,’ 
said the mountain. ‘Tell me what’s wrong.’ 

‘I can’t come and graze my goats here any 
more,’ said Ravi through his tears. “Now you 
are a holy mountain. The goats can't come 
here and I can’t come here either.’ 

‘Who said so?’ asked the mountain. 

‘My father,’ replied Ravi. “They had a 
meeting a few days ago. The mountain is holy 
and I can’t come up it; nor can the goats.” 

The mountain grumbled and growled and 
roared and puffed and became very angry. 
‘What do they mean?’ he cried. ‘I can’t lose 
a friend like this. I’ve never heard such a thing ! 
I’ll soon change that.’ 

‘How can you ?’ asked Ravi. “They’ve decided, 
and that’s the end of it. I can go and graze my 
goats on the other side of the village; that's 


what they say.’ 
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‘We'll see about that,’ said the mountain. 

Ravi went home that evening and he couldn't 
sleep. There was a bright moon and he sat 
outside the house and looked at the moon 
and remembered all the happy days with his 
friend the mountain. The village was full of 
people. They had come for the opening cere- 
mony of the temple. 

Suddenly there was a terrible noise. All the 
people ran out of their houses. : 

“‘What’s happening?’ they cried. ‘What’s all 
that noise?’ 
The rumbling got louder and louder and then 
one of them cried, 

“Look ! Look ! the temple is falling down.’ 

They ran towards the mountain and from 
a distance they could see in the moonlight 
the stones tumbling down on all sides. When 
they got to the temple it lay in ruins. All their 
work, the patient toil of months, had fallen 
to the ground. | 

What a hubbub there was in the village! 
‘How did it happen?’ they asked. ‘Gangamma 
is angry with us. The gods are angry.’ They 
decided to hold a meeting in the morning. 
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In the morning they called some priests from 
nearby villages and they all sat down to talk 
about the terrible happening of the night 
before. Ravi thought to himself, ‘I can go and 
visit the mountain now. Nobody will notice 
me.’ He took his goats and went off along the 
road to the mountain. 

‘Hello,’ said the mountain. “Here you are 
again.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Ravi. ‘Last night the temple 
suddenly fell down. The gods are angry. 
The people of the villages are having a meeting 
this morning and nobody noticed me. So I 
came for a last talk with you.’ 

The mountain chuckled, ‘He he he!’ he 
rumbled. ‘The temp!e fell down, did it? The 
gods are angry, are they? He he he! You know 
what happened? 

‘What happened?’ asked Ravi. “Why are 
you laughing like that?’ 

‘He he he!’ the mountain rumbled again. 
I did that! In the middle of the night! I 
thought, “I’m not going to lose a good friend. 
What will happen to me without Ravi, without 
my music and without my stories? ll knock 
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their temple down!’’ and that’s what I did. 
I gave a good shake and down fell the temple.’ 
He rumbled and grumbled and chuckled and 
laughed and at last Ravi started to laugh too. 
Then he played his flute and told the mountain 
a story or two and went home to his village. 
The next morning Ravi asked his father. 

‘What happened at the meeting father ? What 
are they going to do?’ 

‘They are going to build another temple,’ 
replied his father. 

“How long will that take?’ asked Ravi. ‘A 
year or two, I expect,’ said his father. 

‘Can I go on the mountain now?’ asked Ravi. 

“Yes, you can,’ said Ravi’s father‘ The moun- 
tain is not a holy mountain yet.’ 

So for the next year Ravi went to the 
mountain every day and played his flute and 
talked to the mountain. Slowly the men carried 
the stones up the hill. The masons cut them 
with their chisels, the chips of stone flew and 
the air was full of the noise of their hammers. 
At last the temple was finished. The day before 
the ceremony Ravi told the mountain, 

‘This is my last day, I’m afraid. Tomorrow 
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you will be a holy mountain and | shall not 
be able to come here again. 

The mountain started to chuckle. “We'll see 
about that,’ he rumbled. ‘What are you going 
to do? asked Ravi. ‘We'll see,’ chuckled the 
mountain. ‘No Ravi, no temple! that’s my rule.’ 

Ravi went home that evening and said to 
his father, ‘The temple will fall down this 
evening, Father.’ . 

‘Don’t speak like that,’ said his father. 
‘The gods are not angry now. We have been 
to the big Gangamma temple at Prodanur 
and Gangamma is pleased. The teraple will not 
fall down.’ 

But sure enough in the middle of the night 
q terrible rumbling was heard. Down crashed 
the stones, down crashed the pillars, down 
crashed the months of patient toil and there 
was nothing left of the temple but a pile of 
stones. All the people in the village were 


amazed. ‘Why are the Gods angry? What 


have we done?’ they cried. ‘What sins have 
we committed ?’ 

Then Ravi went to his father and said, 
‘Father, the gods are not angry. The mountain 
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is angry. His father laughed. ‘How do you 
Know?’ ‘I know the mountain,’ said Ravi 
he sa friend of mine. Ican’t go on the mountain 
with my goats and so the mountain has broken 
the temple.’ La 

His father went to the priests and leaders 
of the village and told them Ravi’s story. 
‘I don’t believe it!’ cried some. ‘Impossible! 
How can a mountain talk?’ ‘Let’s see,’ said the 
others. ‘Ravi can go to the mountain and we'll 
build the temple. Let’s see.’ 

So again they started to build the temple. 
They carried stones, masons worked and the 
temple grew. At last it was finished. The day 
before the opening ceremony Ravi went to the 
mountain and said, “The temple is ready’. 

‘What did they say about you?’ said the 
mountain. 

‘I can come here every day. They have 
agreed. I can bring the goats, tell you stories 
and play the flute.’ | 

‘All right,’ said the mountain. ‘Now I’m 
happy.’ 
| The next day they opened the temple with a 
lot of music and singing and prayers, and the 
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i j went up to the mountain. 
From t then on he wen 
played i his flute: he and the mountain 
were © very ete py- 
That § Gé she quer temple is s ‘ll ste eee on 
ain, although Ravi died many ye 
the er mene is a little stone carving 


b. How did Ravi en ertain the mou 
c. Why did Ravi feel sad? 
d. What happened before the opening 
ceremony of the temple? 
e. Why couldn’t Ravi go tothe mountain 
with his Dale 
- Why did the mou intain laugh? 
z. Why did the eae fall down? 
ii Where can you see a Statue © of Ravi? 
II Who was the oldest of the following : 
Ravi, Ravi’s father, the mountain, Ravi’s 
mother, Ravi’s sister, the temple? 





